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boy I had always been; but, at least* I was tolerably kind
and docile. Now, as my tutor's report correctly certified,
I was not improved in intellect, and all witnessed the hor-
rible deterioration of my manners and my morals.

The Baroness was in despair.    After several smart skir-
mishes, we at length had a regular pitched battle.

She began our delightful colloquy in the true style of
domestic reprimand ; dull, drony nonsense, adapted, as I
should hope, to no state in which human intellect can ever
be found, even if it have received the full benefit of the
infernal tuition of nurses, which would be only ridiculous,
if its effects were not so fatally and permanently injurious.
She told me that whenever I spoke I should speak in a low
voice, and that I should never think for myself; that if
anything were refused I should be contented, and never
ask the reason why, because Jt was not proper ever to ask
-questions, particularly when we were sure that everything
was done for our good; that I should do everything that -
was bidden, and always be ready to conform to everybody's
desires, because at my age no one should have a will of his
own ; that I should never, on any account, presume to give
my opinion, because it was quite impossible that one so
young could have one; that on no account, also, should I
ever be irritable, which never could be permitted : but she
never considered that every effect has a cause, and never
attempted to discover what might occasion this irritability,
In this silly, superficial way she went on for some time,
repeating dull axioms by rote, and offering to me the same
useless advice that had been equally thrown away upon the
tender minds of her generation.

She said all this, all this to me, all this to one who a
moment before was a Csesar, an Alcibiades. Now I had
long brooded over the connexion that subsisted between
myself and this lady. I had long formed in my mind, and
caught up from books, a conception of the relations which